190 "^o? no," was Ms prompt answer. "Send away your
guns. I will be there. I will speak with them."
From a window he spoke quietly to the great crowd
of demonstrators and asked them to send a committee
in to see him. There was no trouble at all.
A delegation of Poles went to him in great excitement.
The Germans had just left Warsaw and a red flag had
appeared on the tower of the Zamek.
"How is this?7" they demanded. "Are we a Socialist
republic? or a Bolshevist republic? Why this red flag
on the Zamekf Take it down!7'
"I am not here to raise and take down flags. I have
other things to do,"
"But," they argued, "why don't you order it taken
down?"
"Because, gentlemen, I did not put it up."
"But—is it there officially?"
His answer to that was, "What kind of flag did you
see here as you came in?"
"The white and red flag of Poland."
"And you have the courage to come to me and ask if
a red flag in the capital of Poland is official?"
"Well, Commander, what shall we do then?"
PilsudsM looked at them.
"Who," he asked slowly after a long silence, "put
the red flag on the tower of the Zamek?"
"Some rascal!" a voice spoke up at the back of the
group*
"If one rascal had the courage required to put it up,
another rascal can take it down. Good morning, gentle-
men."
That was extremely typical of Pilsudski. He forced
men, even in those early days of the reborn state, and
still more as time went on, to think and to act for them-
selves. Sometimes he did this with words, again with a
pat on the shoulder, sometimes with a blow on the head.
For so long Poles had had liberty of thought, but not

